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Contact us at the above address for ad rates. 

Send all submissions to the above address. Since 
this is non-profit, you won’t get any money, but 
we'll send you a free issue and you'll bo part of 
THE MOST DANGEROUS MAGAZINE IN 
THE WORLD! 

Next issue: Blackest Heart's Bitch- 
of-the-Month! Send us nude 
pictures of loved ones. Tits are great, 
but the more pink, the better your 
chances are of winning the $100 prize! 
(Females only, we ain't no homo's! 
Over 18 only!) 


ASS TOCKlKiG AW'D 
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A common comment about BLACKEST 
Heart #1 was: "What's this anal fixation?" 
Screw magazine said that v 
claiming all are enemies are 
Chas. Baiun wanted to know why everyone 
had something happen to their ass. So what 
gives? I don't know. There was no intentional 
concentration on the human sphincter; it just 


But we always listen to the response we get, 
so I promise you that this anal Jvcation was 
addressed in plaiming the second issue of 
Blackest Heart. Not only that, but i 
guarantee you that no one gets tucked up the 
ass, anally probed by a blunt object, or rectally 
mutilated on these pages! 

Back to business: I was taking a dump in 
this chick's mouth when Shawn Smith called 
me about gearing up for BLACKEST HEART #2. 

I finished my squat, had her lick my butthole 

generally pleased with the first issue and the 


response was wonderftil. (In the future, please 
be more specific so we know what you guys 
like. Most of the letters read, "I loved iti") 
With this in mind, we didn't set about to change 
anything; we decided to make everything better! 

Incidentally, I hate it when people use 
exclamation points as I just did. It sounds like 


mag or some sad attempt at boosting my own 
ego. But I'll leave it there because I'm a 
sarcastic son of a bitch and it fits. 

So, this issue has more: Dark Images, 
Famous Fuckheads, and Editorials by myself 
along with a focus on Sam Raimi. Big A1 is 
back and drunker than ever. Ken Kish returns 
with Don't Step in the Wet Spot #2; Reel Men 
Fuck with Their Pants On. Kiel Alexander 
continues his literary journey to hell with 


Favorite Son and Retribution. And we have 
more on Asian films with Damon Foster, 
Shawn Smith doing whatever the fuck he 
wants, Bob O'Brien interviewing Jim Van 
Bebber, Tom Simmons reviewing movies and 
comics, and Rastaman checking out the porno 
scene. Plus lots of more crude, degrading, and 
nasty shit! (There's that damn exclamation 
point again! Shit, I can't get away from it.) 

If you are new to BLACKEST HEART, buy 
the first issue and a word of warning: this 
magazine is cruel, angry, and hateful. Read at 
your own leisure and risk. If you don't like it, 

thing (violence, dirty sex, and death) don't 
bother reading BLACKEST HEART. It will only 
upset you, and if you get angry enough to write 
us a letter, you'll upset us. And who wins 
then? The post office gets your 29C, and we are 
forced to degrade and ridicule you in ISSUE ffZ. 

But hey, it's a free country, and that's what 
this is all about. If you absolutely can't stand 
this magazine, you have every right to let us 
know. And we have every right to continue 
writing it because there are people out there 
who enjoy it and want to read it in the privacy 
of their own homes. 

Whatever your decision is, I hope you enjoy 
this because it is a lot of work. We’ll keep on 
doing it because it's a wonderful outlet for our 
inner rage at our own inadequacies. In the 
future, look for more of the same with a few 
new writers joining the scene, one of whom 
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RAIMI: HELL SWALLOW YOUR SOUL 

BY: TIMOTHY PATRICK 


Give a nineteen-year-old and his friends 
$90,000 and what will happen? They'll make 
The Evil Dead (1982). That's what Sam 
Raimi did a little over ten years ago. He grew 
up in the Midwest with friends such as Bruce 
Campbell, making short movies whenever they 
got the chance. They often showed these at 
high st. 


At the age of nineteen, Raimi and friends 
dropped out of school and tried to scrape up 
enough money to make The Evil Dead. With 
a promotional short titled WITHIN THE WOODS, 
the group traveled around trying to get money 
from anyone who would watch their short. 
Without any luck interesting merchants, Raimi 
turned to dentists and other businessmen and 
finally raised the money to start filming. 

It was difficult for a first-time director to 
make everything work and he wa.s extremely 
limited by his budget, but Raimi ended up with 
a cull classic. Upon completion of filming, 
Raimi visited every distributor he could find, 
looking for support, but none of them were 
interested in the movie. This left him no choice 
but to go overseas where the film became a hit 
in Britain and finally made its way back here. 
When it came back to the US, THE EVIL Dead 
developed a loyal following and Raimi was 
considered a hot, new talent. 

The mixture of comedy and horror was new 
to many viewers who were used to the pathetic 
slasher epics of the late seventies. With an 



Raimi did just that, and perhaps this 
endeared him further to the big studios. Now 
he was not only a hot, young prospect, but also 
someone would could be convinced of what was 
best by the studio execs. Unfortunately, this 
quality resulted in Empire picture's 
Crimewaves (The XYZ Murders, 1985). 
This film, which Raimi doesn't even like, is 
truly pathetic. The story is uninteresting and 
hard to follow because the film mixes so many 








ape it like they 



The cuts that ended up chopping ARMY OF 
Darkness did change the story slightly, but 
they didn't completely change the movie. The 
studio insisted that the scene involving the 
midget-Ashes be cut significantly because they 
thought it was too silly. They also changed the 
ending so Ash ended up back in his own time, 
working at S-Mart. Some of the evil dead 
followed him and he fought one. In the 
original. Ash oversleeps and ends up stuck in a 
post-apocalyptic future. All in all, these cuts 
are more annoying than distressing. It would be 


Censorship aside, ARMY is interesting to 
look at. Centering on a battle between the 
ancient civilization and the evil dead, the movie 
details Ash’s struggles to find the 
Necronomicon (by the mad Arab Alhazred) so 
he can destroy the evil dead and rind his way 
back to our time. This story left ample 
opportunity for inventive horror, but Raimi 
relied more on comedy, and I think it shows 

anything remotely like The Evil Dead. That 

surprising considering Raimi calls The Three 
Stooges a big influence on him. But this does 
mean something for horror fans: ARMY was 
predominately a slapstick film, with elements of 
horror. Raimi's future movies will probably be 

This isn't to say that AeimY is worthless, but 
it's different from THE EVIL DEAD and even 
Dead by Dawn. Raimi has steadily moved 
from true horror to horror-comedy (and now to 
comedy-horror). I think his movies, including 
Army, succeed at what they attempt, but horror 
fans may be disappointed at what Raimi offers 
in the fiiture. I believe he will move steadily 

behind. This may be what he wanted to do all 
along because he loves Steven Spielberg (I think 
I'm going to be sick) and saw horror films as 
the easiest way to get into filmmaking. 

So don't be surprised if Raimi’s next feature 
is a box office smash and offere little to the fans 
of The Evil Dead. There is a chance he won't 
do it, but with mega-success around the comer, 
it's hard to believe that Raimi would go back to 
the underground world of the horror genre and 
leave the bright lights and big money of 
Hollywood behind. 



DONT STE,P IN TIE WET SPOT #2: 
REEL MEN EUCK WITH THEIR PANTS ON 

BY: KEN KISH 



poking ftin at us as we overly enjoyed the few 
lesbian scenes in Jess Franco's CAPTIVE 
WOMEN (a.k.a. NAKEB SUPER WITCHES OF 
THE RlO Amore). It's odd, my wife. She puts 
up with a lot (she has to, married to me) and I 
love her dearly, but she has this certain distaste 
for lesbians. Never understood it myself. 1 
really like lesbians. It's fuckin' butt-boys that 
repulse me! To find love in another man's 
harry ass is truly disgusting! I'd rather fuck 
ugly women over waking up next to some 
bearded brown-eye bandit named Ed! 


too? It just might look like The TEXAS 
Chainsaw Massacre happened and you were 
the main course. It's almost as spooky as 
getting a blow job by a woman with braces. 
Really. Now where was 1? Oh yeah, CAPTIVE 
Women. 

Remember the bitoh that runs the 
whorehouse? Seems she has a thing for 
kidnapping young girls and using drugs and 
torture to turn them into willing little horses, 
and she decides to kidnap a tender young thing 


Meanwhile, the kidnapped chick's sister is 
running around looking for her too and she falls 
in love with this dick-wad local, they have sex 
the normal way, without pants and the guy the 
kidnapped broad loves saves her after almost 
being bitten by scorpions and the two sisters 
finally meet for the happy ending. You could 
do worse than this pup, really. 

Next up on our slea^ Wednesday night was 
A Sweet Sickness, a 1965 black-and-white 
exploitation job about the steamy side of 
Hollywood and the girls who get used and 
abused on their hopeful climb to stardom. The 
film begins with a couple of roommates, both 
are aspiring actresses and one of them, Connie, 
has slept her way into a couple of film roles and 
is planning to split on location for a week or so. 
She explains as she heads out the door that if 
"Miss Shy," Dee, weren't so frigid and opened 
her legs to a couple of low-life producers maybe 

Connie split, leaving Dee to ponder sleaze-bag 
sex when the balding landlord sort of strolls in 
and rapes her. This is no ordinary rape mind 
you because the guy keeps his robe and his 

OKAY, about this time my brother and 1 
start to howl with laughter at but yet another 
"real man" who's able to fuck through his 
pants. This guy must be a superman too, 
because he doesn't even bother to unzip his fly! 
No sir-ee, his dick must have just come a 
poppin' through his drawers like a sailor at sea 
for six months because he just sorta goes at it 
for awhile and gets up and splits without saying 

Dee gets a job for a night at a strip club and 
gets bitched out because she won’t sleep with a 
drunk who paid $150 for her panties, and the 
next day gets molested by a real estate guy 
showing her an apartment. 

Must have been enough too, because it’s not 
more than a day or so later she calls up her 


for the address of a movie producer. Hell, how 
bad could it have been? Dave, Dee's agent 
doesn't even take off a stitch of clothing as they 
simulate sex and before you know it the film 
ends with Dee in the office of the high-and- 
mighty film producer about to take in a 
bedspring serenade in his enormous hide-away 
bed. 

If you have never seen one of these old 

red treat (or a horrible^case of the "fuck Ls 
shit’s") because you can tell that the producers 
and directors really thought they were making a 
good, enjoyable film. Naturally, they fell flat 

exploitation flicks where women can get neked 
and guys have to leave their pants on, I say, "so 

Long live the exploitation film! 

. Vite©, 

Most, or all of the films mentioned here are 
available to rent through Video Wasteland. Tell 
them Blackest Heart sent yal 
HORROR’EXPLOITATION & 'B' MOVIE 
RENTALS BY MAH.! CLASSICS, 
PSYCHOTRONICS, "B" GRADE, ASIAN, 
CULT, "SLEAZE" AND IMPORTS! 

We specialize in the films your local video store 
doesn't or may not attempt to carry. Write to: 
VIDEO WASTELAND 
214 Fair Street 
Berea, OH 44017 

Or call the "Wasteline" at (216) 891-1920 
or l-(800) 532-1533 


‘Dmx HMS^TS: 



















MAN BEHIND THE SUN 2; 
EABORATORV OE THE DEVL 


BY: SCOTT GRANTHAM 


I. Man Behind TK 


In 1988, while most of us were watching 

(for the umpteenth time) eight-generation shot without art or artifice and the results were 
bootleg copies of our favorite films from the closer to Deodato's classic, CANNIBAL 

Nazi-Atiocities sub-genre, a Chinese director HOLOCAUST, its "mock-umentary" roots firmly 

planted in the same fertile exploitational soil. 

The shit's getting pretty deep here, eh? 
Okay, let's get to the he 


(pseudonymously?) named T.F. Mous was 
concocting a celluloid nightmare that would 
make Edmond's ILSA, SHE WOLF OF THE SS 
and Pasolini' 

Salo, 


Sodom look like 
Curly Sue and 
Home Alone. The 




Man Behind the 
Sun (Manchu 731 
Squadron), and it 


question not only 
ourselves, for 

watching and 

enjoying such 
sadism, but also our 
favorite filmmakers, 
for so shamelessly 
exploiting 



The 731 Squadron existed as surely as did 
Hitler's concentration camps and Mussolini's 
fascist regime in the republic of Salo, Italy, but 
Edmond's hypocritical iLSA, while purporting 
to be a sincere condemnation of the Holocaust, 
was little more than masturbatory fantasy 
masked as social commentary: and Pasolini's 
Salo, while remarkably faithful to its source, 
was so artistically crystalline as to inspire only 
detachment and disgust. Director Mous, 
however, had no pretense regarding social 


'Does anybody have any toilet paper?' 

a young boy was placed naked oi 


ocity, as the Ch 

vere subjected to freezing experit 
m warfare. The setting of the fi 
zen wasteland as cold and uncarii 


itemal 
Atrocity followed 
lets of World War 


aids of hungry ra 
lassie, right? 










JIM VAN mm: SAVIOR Of Till: 
LOW-RUDGLT FILM? 

INTERVIEWED JANUARY, 1993, BY ROBERT O'BRIEN 



















VAN mm AT DAWN 

BY: TOM SIMMONS 































SCREW VOU 














I^LACK INK AND DEAD TREKS: HORROR 
COMICS IN RLACK-AND-WMITE 

BY: TOM SIMMONS 























dregs of the genre. The first issue, entitled 
Little Things, is a set of three stories steeped in 
darkness and played very straight. A Quickee 
by John Skipp illustrates the potential horrors of 
the singles scene (and I don't mean AIDS). The 
Word Made Flesh by Craig Spector is a ripping 
yam about what goes on inside a televangelist, 
and both collaborate on Company, about some 
old farts that need a life. The artwork, by 
Robert DeMatteo is not exactly the highly 
polished technical comic art that you will find 

It's kinda like fucking after a quart of J.D.: 
rough and sloppy. But then again, I don’t think 
nice clean illustrations would mesh well with 
the grim text. If you want to take the easy way 
out, you can get Malformed directly from the 
publisher. Just send $3.25 to Black Eyed 
Books, PO Box 978, Southbury, CT 06488, I 
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OUR PLRSONAL 
SniTLIST: A 
COLLLCTION OF 

PE.OPLL wno 

SHOULD KILL 
THLMSLLVLS 
RLCAUSL THLV 
ARL SUCH 
WORTHLLSS 
piLCLs or sniT 

BY: TIMOTHY PATRICK 
AND SHAWN SMITH 


Fangoria, Tony Timpone, and Joanne 
Sanabria: In our first issue, we discussed how 
we refuse to censor anything. Apparently 
Fangoria doesn't believe in this principal. 
We have been censored by FaGBORIA. They 
changed our advertisements twice without 
telling us and threatened to ban our future ads if 
to used the words "sex," "perversion," or 
"sexploitation" in them. 

Interesting, especially since Threat Theatre 
begins their ad with "Sadistic sex and torture." 
But, when you think about the fact the Joanne, 
the ad manager, has starred in several sadistic 
sex features this makes some sense. 
Incidentally, we got in trouble because we bad- 
mouthed Threat Theatre in our ad for being 


thieves, which they are. Todd Tjersland, the 
head thief, complained, so we can't mention 

Fangoria certainly didn't have the guts to tell 
us. When they fucked up the zip code in one of 
our ads, we called to complain and Joanne, the 
sticky princess, said, "Oh, we have to talk." 
Apparently Todd Tojizon and a bunch of 
parents complained, and FANGORIA had a little 
meeting. It was probably a nice meeting in 

In this meeting, they decided that we were 
bad boys and could no longer do nasty things in 







deluded losers that come to them looking for help 
only to find a bunch of lies and bullshit. 


Mormons: Two Mormon-owned television 
stations refused to air Picket Fences episodes that 
discussed the Mormon practice of polygamy. 
Nothing like using censorship to silence your 
critics—it's what Hitler and Stalin did. Of course 
those guys also killed people, the Mormon 
Church just terrorizes them. If you try to leave 
the Mormon faith, you can expect death threats 

What else has the Church of Jesus Christ of 
Shithouse Saints done? Mormons do not believe 
in taking any drugs, including caffeine. But, 
when the church bought shares in Coca-Cola, it 
suddenly became okay to drink Coke. Not only 
to they partially own a company that sells 
products they don't believe in, they also flip- 
flopped and started encouraging their followers to 
use the product. It just goes to show that the pull 
of the dollar is stronger than their faith. 


MncnBRE FROM THE CRYPT 

Custom skulls & skeletal 
furniture, candelabras, movie 
props & merchandise. 

Mr. Brian Demski 
(213) 655-2158 
607 North Spalding, Apt. #1 
Los Angeles, CA 90036 


BLACKEST HEART 
SUBSCRIPTIONS? 

We don't have any because we're too 
drunk to publish this on a regular basis. 
If you want to guarantee that you don't 
miss an issue, send us your name and 
address, requesting that you be put on 
BLACKEST HEART'S FUTURE 
ISSUE MAILING LIST. We will 
notify you when our next issue comes 


BLACKEST HEART 
ISSUE #1 

Hurry up and get your copy of the 
magazine that will forever be known as 
the most evil force on the planet! This 
is our fifth and final printing. Only a 
few copies remain. Send $7 (cash or 
money order payable to Shawn Smith) 

BLACKEST HEART MAGAZINE 
3817 San Pablo Dam Road, Ste. 614 
El Sobrante, CA 94803 
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CU9AMl9{§ 

BY: TIMOTHY PATRICK 
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rUCKlNG NAZI 



Another shitty Aquilina production that isn't worth 
sticking up your ass. A film of us taking a dump would be 
more entertaining. 


A lot of people want to 
know how we got the money 
to start up Blackest 
Heart. Well, we began by 
selling public-domain copies 
of horror/genre films. 
There wasn't a lot of money 
in it, but it was enough to 
get us started (and it was 
hard not to spend all the 
money on beer). While this 
may not be the noblest of 
professions, we did it 
because we wanted to make 
hard-to-find movies 

available to horror fans and 
to be able to start our own 
magazine. 

Great, do you forgive 
us? Well, anyway, we 
weren't making much money 
off this and it was hard to 

BLACKEST HEART. What 

people ripping us off. Most 
notably, Steven Aquilina, 
executive producer of 
Violent Shit 1 and II and 
Zombi '90, ripped us off for 
$300 worth of tapes. 

You may wonder how 
this fiicking Nazi ripped us 
off (he owns a video store in 
Deutchland). Well, he 
offered us a straight trade: 
we send him some tapes and 






sending us tapes and magazines. We held up 
our part of the bargain, but Hitler Jr. never sent 
us anything. Nothing! No tapes, no mags, no 
letters. He wouldn't return our phone calls or 
letters, so there was nothing we could do. If he 
lived in America like most honest people, we 
could go tQ his house and kick his ass, but no, 
he's busy exterminating Jews for the Third 

We do have one way of getting back at the 
little weasel (besides writing this article). Due 
to the nature of the copyright laws, we can offer 
his films to you for free. We are not selling 
them, we are giving them away, just send us a 
blank tape and $6 for postage and packaging 
materials. There is no profit involved and we 
are offering these as collector's items to 
interested parties. Should you want to keep the 
copy we send you, contact Mr. Aquilina so that 
you may pay him the appropriate royalty fees. 
Steve Aquilina 
Rudolf-Kwau Wegl 
2082 Uetersen 
Germany 

PhJ (01149) 040 2 50 92 14 
We are offering this deal to you because we 
want everyone to know how shitty Aquilina’s 
films are. They're shot on video, stupid, and 
they just generally suck. We are confident that 


buy them because they aren’t worth your time. 
(However, if you do not contact Mr. Aquilina 
and pay the royalty fees, you must erase your 
copy of the films because otherwise that would 
be bootlegging, which is illegal.) 

If you do call Mr. Aquilina for any reason, 
you might want to ask him why he continues to 
rip people off. His current method of crime 

widely available in Germany for outrageous 
amounts of money. He sells Chas. Baiun's 
More Gore Score for over $40 in Germany 

their work together because they want it 
distributed to interested readers, they don't 
want some Sergeant Schultz cocksucker ripping 
off fans. And there's very little we can do to 
stop him from re-selling our work. Our 
magazine and others are available worldwide, 
but many fans don't know how to get it, so the 
market is wide open for Brown Shirts like 
Aquilina to steal from people. 

We hope this information helps you to 

His garbage isn't worth the tape its filmed on 
and he's a total prick. Don't waste your time 

get high-quality films and magazines direct 
from the filmmakers and writers. 


ULTRA-VIOLENT VIDEO 

Rare, Uncut, Hard-to-find Horror Films, and other weird shit. 

W? offer the lowest prices and best quality guaranteed! 

All titles have an honest picture-quality rating you can trust. 

Stop waiting months to receive your orders: We have the fastest service. 
All orders filled within two weeks. Please write and send S.A.S.E. to: 
Ultra-Violent Video 
3817 San Pablo Dam Road, Ste. 614 
El Sobrante, CA 94803 
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TSUI HARK AND NAIVK COMEDY 

BY: DAMON FOSTER 


In this article I shall try to find out why the 
fuck so many people like the films of Tsui 
Hark, Hong Kong's most overrated movie 
maker. Don't get me wrong. I'm not knocking 
all of his films; 1 was definitely a Tsui Hark fan 
back in 1981. That's when I saw one of his 
earliest films, We'rE GOING TO EAT YOU 
Alive. This bizarre adventure amused me, 
even though I was the only white boy in the 
sleazy Chinatown theater I saw it in. But why 
do I always, always end up seated next to some 
old Chinaman with a phlegm problem? Why 
can’t I get a seat next to a Nina Li Chih look- 
alike who's an uncontrollable nymphomaniac? 
Regardless, 1 didn't see another Tsui Hark film 
until three years later, when his ground¬ 
breaking epic, Zu: WARRIORS OF Magic 
Mountain came to Chinatown (no, I didn't go 
to Chinatown in search of Hark's flicks on 
either occasion. I've always been a regular at 
Chinatown theaters and video stores, regardless 
of what's been released that particular minute). 
ZU was almost as fun as We'RE GOING TO Eat 
You Alive, but in the yearn that followed, I 
came to be disappointed by everything else the 
guy eranked out, farces like ACES GO PLACES 
3: Our Man From Bond Street, Peking 
Opera Blues, and the Chinese Ghost Story 
trilogy. His films seem to concentrate on sets, 
FX, and props. An intelligent script in a Hark 
film is as likely as finding birth control pills at 
an all-lesbian orgy. 

Regardless of my humble, debatable, and 
often scoffed at opinion, Tsui Hark has more 
fans than Somalia and Ethiopia have flies. Hark 
was bom in Viet-Nam in 1951. He took to 
conjuring magic tricks like Cher takes to 18- 
year-olds. His interest in tricks and illusions 


inspired him and his other little friends to make 
amateur sci-fi fantasies on 8-mm film. In 1966, 

I guess he got tired of poverty and dog eyeball 
soup, and left Viet-Nam. He moved to Hong 
Kong for an education, and in 1969, came to 
America to further his education at Southern 
Methodist University. He interrupted his 
studies there one year later to tour the US. In 
1975 he graduated from the film school at the 
University of Texas. No doubt what he learned 
at this college explains why, for Chinese films, 
his flicks are so Americanized. Then he 
somehow ended up in the Rotten Apple, New 
York, where he edited a Chinatown newspaper, 
and developed The New Art Drama Groupt a 
community theater club. Until 1977 he was 

acMss TV show. His work on TV continued in 
1978, that is, TV stations in Hong Kong^ He 

tribe's manhood ritual, as he worked at TVP 
and later CTV, producing and/or directing TV 
shows like A House is not a Home, The Little 
People, The Cold Dagger Romance, and Love 
Life of the Big Boss. 

His work on China TV inspired and 
educated him further, so by 1979 he was ready 
for celluloidi His first was an illusive mystery 
called The BUTTERFLY Murders, but not 
until We're Going to Eat You Alive did 
anybody stand up and take notice. This 
macabre tale came out at the Uil end of the chop 
sockey/kung fir movement, and involves many 
of the same kinds of sets, fights, and martial 
arts uniforms as in the 1970's martial arts 
thrillers. The main difference is that for once, 
the villains are not Japanese or mobsters, but 
psychotic cannibals! Norman Chu and Eddie 



















THL GUTS or RIKI~On 

BY: TOM SIMMONS 



middle of the street. The loner reacts quickly 
and literally punches the guy's jaw off, whips 
around, and stops a speeding car with his 
outstretched fist! He is then attacked by the 
occupant of the vehicle (although the driver 
died in the collision), whom the loner 
dispatches with equal subtlety. Fade to a 
mugshot of Riki (the loner) and his subsequent 
incarceration (how the hell did they arrest 


some Communist military garbed, sword- 
wielding-type who slices Riki's companion in 
two, stomps on his guts, and captures Riki, 
with the help of some mercenaries outfitted vrith 
sophisticated electronic headgear, jet packs, and 
spears (?). How is it that Riki can bust shit up 
like nothin' you've ever seen, but can get 
captured and subdued so easily? Anyway, Riki 
is then forced to fight against his will in deadly 












FAMOUS rUCKHFADS 






SchooL 


Certainly they are. The restrictions are 

myself going down there, partying, and tearing 
the place up. They want people who are 
interested and dumb enough to buy a time- 
share. This is why there is an income 
restriction: you have to earn that much to afford 
one of the time-shares. 

Of course this didn't surprise me because I 
know nothing in life is free, but it still pissed 
me off. Mr. Fucking Polka King decided to set 
up some time-share shithole and lure couples 

his resort and put even more money in his 
pocket (or casket, now). They say the sales 
pitch is low key, but that's bullshit. A time- 
share pitch is the most high-pressure sale 
around. They get in your face, yell and scream, 
and reduce some people to tears—all under the 
guise of a free weekend for your family. 

I think that’s a real nice trick, Lawrence. 
This guy was liked by the old folks and he took 
advantage of their trust by tricking them into 
this scam. Now that he's dead, his family is 

Fuck the whole inbred clan! If you get one of 
these things, sign up and go! Lie about your 
income and age and show up. What are they 
going to do? Maybe they tell you to go home. 


accredited in any way. 
This could be a 
complete rip-off 

accredited, the 

"degree" you get won't 
mean shit. Besides, 
when most people sign 
up for these things they 
don't finish them and 
the books just gather 
dust. Why waste your 

something because the 
units mean something. 

a big Sally Struthers fan you might buy into her 
bullshit. She claims that she knows how 
important it is to have a successful career. 
Yeah, but do you know what it's like to work 
for a fucking living? Why don’t you get a real 
job and work your ass off. But why bother, 
you made so much money sucking off Archie 
and lapping Edith's pussy that you could retire 
and live easy at forty. Most people don’t have 



'The Bcn-Wah 
balls m my pussy 
are starting to 


but so what, they wasted their time and money 
setting up their sales pitch and rooms for you. 


Sally Struthers: What the fuck is up 
this bitch's ass? She has those stupid 
commercials for starving foreigners, which is 

the Sunday paper for International 
Correspondence Schools, and her ugly face was 
all over die place. I would like to know what 
kind of person begs for food and pimps 



correspondence schools at the same time? 

She is obviously fucked in the head. 
Correspondence schools are a waste of money 
for most people. For one thing. International 


year to make a commercial. Why don't you 
give them some of your food, or your cloths? 
Why don't you stop flaunting your wealth and 
















CHRISTIAN GORL, GLRRL ROV 

BY: SHAWN SMITH AND TIMOTHY PATRICK 


































NO SANITV, NO I^UDGLT-TRVING TO JUMPSTART 
THLGLNRL WITH CHLAP CARLLS 

BY: ROBERT O'BRIEN 













ALEN REGURGITATION: 

TIE COMPLETE ALIEN COLLECTION 

BY: TOM SIMMONS 





















BIG AL'S BEER REVIEW #5 

BY:AL (ME) 



Kine them fucking bnottles up bitch. That's 
tight, Im fucking drunk and I fucking like it. 

I’t's bee coots tonight and thast/s pretty 
good. I started out with a Becks, that's German 
for drink until you puke, then 1 started drinking 


coots. tShat's okay because both beers are 
brewed by a bunch of fucking nazia. But hwo 
cares!® As Ions as the beer statse goog® 

Nine fiickin inch nails (half as long as my 
cock) This isn't meant to last, this is for right 


Al, livin' the American dream. 















UNDERAGL AND UP THE PUTT 






that their product sucks. Some reviewer, Larry 
Furst, creamed on for six pages about how 
totally luckin' awesome this movie was and how 
the starlet Janine Undemulder was some porn 
goddess to be. Only in the last paragraph does 
he casually mention that she doesn’t actually DO 
ANYTHING in the movie. Maybe putz boy 
needs someone to explain to him why we rent or 
buy (maybe make) pom. 

Rule #3: Okay, enough negative. I myself 
enjoy nothing more than watching some randy 
ho' go anal or perhaps get drenched by a gooey 
facial frothing. Since I obviously can't be there 
myself (although I could, medical school isn't 
that important) to provide the spew, a good, 
dependable sland-ln is the venerable Peter 
North. He earns the nickname beer can. I’ve 
lost count of the number of trollops who have 
ambled up to him only to be blinded by wave 
after wave of jizz. You want to see bitches 
getting jizzed on, this is your man. Some 
women who are usually pretty good are Angela 
Summers before the boob job fWiLD Goose 
Chase, Safecracker) and April West (Hot 
Scalding), although her stuff is a little harder 
to find. I’ll save the complete review for another 
column. 

Someone else you may want to check out is 
this issue's featured pomlet, Alexandria Quinn. 
She has all the necessaiy credentials, no fear of 
the facial and is willing to take it up the ass 
(even if it is from Biff "Damic my dick is really 
small" Malibu). Two movies worth a pull are 
Cyrano and 2 Times a Virgin. Cyrano is the 
more standard of the two and Quinn doesn't 
make too many waves here. By the way, if 
anybody knows the name of that blond with 
huge tits in the lesbo bath scene, write 
Blackest Heart and tell me who she is. That 
bitch needs some cock. 2 Times a Virgin, 
however, contains memorable footage that no 
Alexandria Quinn libraiy should be without. 
Following in the footsteps of Tracy Lords, 



underage anal sex footage. Although my cutoff 
is somewhere around 15,1 don't want to ruin the 
possibilities for you pedophiles who enjoy the 
brilliant and pioneering articles of Blackest 
Heart. We like to think of ourselves as being 
open to all types of perversion (we can't think of 
everything, you know). 

You may also want to check out Quinn's 
facial dousing in Blond Savage. This movie 
has the added bonus of a supposed Savannah 
facial. Of course, the perpetrator is Randy West 
who you may also know as Pip Wad (yes, worse 
than Jerry Butler). West barely manages to 
come, let alone hit anywhere other than her 
mouth. Then again, since he’s been in the 
business since 1952 maybe we should get off his 
back (after removing various sundry Screw 
editors). 

Rule #4: Never underestimate the ability of 
pom to break the ice and start you off on a 
th some cock-hungry bar 


slut. : 


d this 
s. Although we have y 


engage in 




mUllKMt WHIT T-SHIRTS 

GUARANTEED TO OFFEND! 
















liRAINDEAD, KICKIN' ASS TOR TIE LORD 


BY: ED MARTINEZ 










StllT CUT OUT or BRAirOEAD 

BY: JAMES EDWARDS 








6MlnT6 FOR TFie Tli^BTeD 



Send $2 for full 
catalogue (made 
payable to 
Robert O'Brien). 


Robert O'Brien 
5 Park Lane 
Levittown, PA 19054 


pResDv beeves Home 


The new short story by Timothy Patrick that will make your skin 
crawl and your stomach turn. 

Full of violence, sex, and death! 

I S-reddy is the story of a man stuck caring for his mother and how he finally breaks 
I free of all bonds. He leaves love behind and starts living for himself. 


Check out this new piece by BLACKEST HEART'S editor. It's over 
twenty pages of sickness and anger! Too gory for 
SPLATTERPUNK! 


For ordering information, send S.A.S.E. to: 
Freddy Info 

3817 San Pablo Dam Rd., Ste. 614 
El Sobrante, CA 94803 
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